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FOREWORD 


We are so very familiar now, with the word ‘Tnstinct 
and some of us. even with the word ‘Reflex Action’, 
Innate Propensities, Unconscious Impulses, acts performed 
without design or deliberation. These are dealt with 
by Physiology more suitably end are more peculiar to 
lower animals than man. Man’s peculiarity is that he is 
‘Instinct with Conscience’. Conscience is drawn from 
che word ‘to know’. It is obvious that it deals with “Mind 
Life’. But it is Intuitional. It rises as an instinct from 
within the organism without conscious effort. It occupies 
the same position in Mind-life as instinct dees in 


physiological one. 

As instincts are to preserve physical life so conscience 
seems to be for the purpose of preserving and advancing 
Mental Being. 

It is now easy to see that whichever phase is assertive 
and important in the organism, has its way. In certain 
organisms ‘Animal’ is more assertive because mind is 
only incipient-hardly grown, and the animal has all its 
own way. Animal-life purposes are the main factors to 
govern. This we call “Nars AMMARAH. Conscicnce 
belongs, in most of us as part of “NaFs Lawwana , that 

is the ‘Self’ that has started questioning the supremacy of 
the orders of ‘AMMARAN’, Time comes when the ques- 


tioner becomes the master in the house. 
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It can grow so far that orders of the animal are 
absolutely disregarded and laughed at by mind-self. 
‘Lawwama’ gocs under the name ‘Moral’, till it has 
to contend with the physiological. The interests of the 
two are pressing for supremacy, when the mind-interests 
have become supreme and the mind has the charge of the 
organism. Senses and flesh-desires have gone, all in the 
back-ground. ‘LAWWAMA’ has done its work and is 
on its way to become ‘MuTMAINAH’. The struggle is 


coming to an end. Morality itself has almost lost its 


practical significance. 

Imagine now, when a practically grown up mind is 
thrown off its feet and the animal has all its own way 
again-running down the new growths and blossoms, 
devastating the whole garden and creating a pig-sty. 

Conscience is not only not active but is derided and 
laughed at. To put it in the words of the murderer in 
Richard III, (Shakespeare), murderer II, says about the 
conscience: 

“T will not meddle with it, it makes a man a 
coward; a man cannot steal, but it accuseth him, a 
man cannot swear, but it checks him; a man cannot 
lie with his neighbour’s wife, but it detects him: its 
a blushing shame-faced spirit that mutinies in a man’s 
bosom; it fills one full of obstacles; it made me once 
restore a purse of gold that by chance | found; it 


il 
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beggars any man that keeps it; it is turned out of all 
towns and cities for a dangerous thing; and every 
man that means to live well endeavours to trust him- 


self and live without it.” 


It is in circumstances like these that the Conscience 
retires from the field. But alas! what a back-sliding 
and atavistic degeneration it was. It is heart-rending to 
visualize the scene. What a fall is there! It is for weeping. 


Conscience disgusted leaves the scene and moves 
from planet to planet, the members of the Sun-Family 
and relations of the Earth. Then, finding no response 
anywhere, retires to ‘Sirius’, the nearest important Star 
(Star that Arabs called Shira ¢ja2J! and worshipped 
it in early times so overpowering was its influence) and 
invites the Earth from there to arise and see Heaven, how 
beautiful that is while the life it has selected for itself is a 
crying shame. 

Now only a word more about the Planets. 


Mars, stood for war, war against ugliness and inner 
discord, loved the beautiful and harmony. 


Jupiter, the father of the Roman gcds, stood for 
truth and justice. 


Mercury, presided over trades. Alas! where is that 
mercantile life, that free trade, decency and 
honesty z 


iil 
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Saturn, presided over agriculture, sowing seeds and 


collecting harvests. 
life was the bulwark of humanity. — [t was the 
urban life that was the sink of pollution. 


The peasant life, the country 


Venus, is the goddess of beauty, ideal of Mars. 


Conscience in despair appeals to these plancts. 


First appeals fo Mars:- 

Mars says, human beings are trying to use his 
power for discord and disharmony. Son fights 
the father, daughter the mother, brother a brother, 
nation a nation. The fight is purposeless, cxactly 


opposite of the Martian. 


Appeal to Venus follows :- 

Venus explains that beauty to them only means 
sensuality, all else they do not understand. They are 
not aesthetic, they are sensual. 

Jupiter is tried then:- 

He explains that lying to them has become a virtue 
Diplomacy, cheating each other, to be unjust to cach 
other, is supposed to be a talent. Justice and Truth 
have no place among them. 

Then it appeals to Mercury :- 

Mercury says, “I was to help distribution of 
necessities. Trade meant helping and making each 
other’s life casy and comfortable. Trade is now used 


1V 
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for potsoning each other. killing each other and 
making money at the cost of Human life. Dishonesty 
today is supposed to be the best policy. So how am I 


going to help.” 
Natu is then appealed {od ;- 


He says, “Cultivation of land was the greatest 
virtue. Tam the god of the Arian (hari). Now 
Zamindar has become the usurper of Land. Cultiva- 
tor is so degenerated that he takes no pleasure in 
producing anything. He is bitter, ill-treated, ill-fed, 
ill-educated, and dis-honoured. How am I going 


to help?” 


And so Conscience leaves the Solar family and flies 
to Sirius, enroute to its original home, finding as it is, 
that every god, in the department he is interested in, can 
effect no change for the better on Earth. 


This is the Subject matter of these Poems. 


Time will come when the Eternal Law will become 
operative and will apply, and when no respite to stop 
all these will be granted. “When the appointed hour 
arrives then no further respite is given.” Now or never. 
The disease is already too far advanced. The organism 
is vitiated through and through, 


ls there a Doctor: 
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The Authoress holds forlorn hope in “Latif’y 
message, because for Sindhis it has a universal appeal, 
It appeals to a degenerate peasant as well as to a trader. 
y Zamindar and a Hari, Seth and a Gumashta, the Rich 


and Poor, so she finds some promise and hope there. 


Hope of Return. 
This is called Tauba-tun-Nasuh (Sincere repentance 


and return) by the last Prophetic message to all humanity. 


vi 
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Forsaken ‘Conscience’ on the Wing 


A bird I see in the evening sky 

Where layers and layers of cloudlets lie, 
‘Come down little bird it is roosting time;’ 
I fancy I hear a faint reply: 

“I find no refuge in your ‘nuclear’ clime, 
[have no friend left on ‘degenerate’ Earth, 
In ‘cement’ houses I took not birth, 

I fly to my ‘Home’ where stars do rise, 
Beyond them I seek my paradise, 

My name is ‘Conscience’—no one I see, 
That gladly would keep me company, © > 
The birds of my kin are long since gone, 


And therefore it is, I must fly alone,” 
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Anxious ‘Conscience 0M the Air from Mars 


And if you beg from God forgiveness 

A thousand times a day; 

'T is not enough for every second 

Your thoughts do go astray. 

So fetter them, chasten them daily 
With sharp control and frown, 

Or else they hand you to temptation 
And swiftly pull you down. 

Persuade them not with future joy-rides 
To pray, be pure and good; 

To coax the frivolous with kindness 
Was never understood. 

Be firm and bend thoughts to divine ends, 
It is no play-ground here; 

But hunger, disappointments, sufferings 
Are steps to higher sphere. 

Bow not to idols of the senses 

That tickle wantonly; 

Life is a ‘Test’, if you don’t pass It, 
You perish wretchedly. 

Throw not the pining soul to vultures, 
But Pause...... a moment wait, 
Surrender stubborn ‘self’ to ‘Reason’ 


Before it is too late. 


—aael 
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Fearful *“Consctence’ Pleading from the 


Mists of ‘Venus’ 


You talk of love, yet know not what it is; 
Caress of body is your only bliss; 

You spy a pretty damsel, and you feel, 
That is the one, your longed-for sweet ideal. 


With what exuberance you hold her then; 

She seems to be the only God you ken! 

But flesh doth wear, the yoke of Time can’t bear, 
She fades; and fatal discords all are there. 


You cry: “Oh what mistake I made! But still, 
Most surely there be other one to fill 

Her place,” You search and find; ’tis all the same; 
While you get used to corpus changing game. 


You sink and sink; no one your blindness mends; 
Till all in nothing but sheer ashes ends, 

Awake! still seek for things divine and true; 

God helps, if you with tears for guidance sue. 


Compassion make your ruling passion, lo! 

All things on earth do love, the high and low; 
Man, animals, plants, dust;—pity on high, 
The stars and planets, for they too must die. 
‘Tis only then your soul will rise and be; 
Pure Love’s Light’, clad in immortality ! 


—— +e 
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‘xile ‘Conscience’ Broadcasting 


6 e ule? 
A Message from ‘Mercury 


To make ‘life’ easy came the middle-man’s art; 

To give your hard-worked brothers all the best... . 
But most of you with ‘Honesty’ did part; 

And so became by Mammon’s-breath Possessed, 

You praise your goods that poison do contain; 

For ‘Food’ from them, the buyer looks in vain— 

The ‘Medicines’ for pain that you provide; 

Those fine ‘Elixirs’ you your brother gave, 

Brought no relief, but made tortures abide; 

And in the end dispatched him to the ‘Grave’, 

So noble was the ‘Trade’ that prophets too; 

Adopted it as ‘Service to mankind’. 

But in the unclean hands of likes of you; 

No honest man to “Trade’ is now inclined, 

What was once ‘Pride’ and ‘Following prophets’ ways, 
Hath now become a shame and a disgrace. 

To your ‘Birth-Right’ then hold with all your might; 
‘To Earn Lawful Living’; not cheaply sell, 

Your honour, soul and this ‘God-given Right’, 

With it buy wealth, fame, joy and be as well, 
‘Good-doer’ of your kind; at your last breath, 

Then smile: “Man can cheat man, but never ‘Death’.” 
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Hopeful ‘Conscience’ from Glorious Jupiter 


You glibly talk of “Union’s” bliss, 

In party-forming you delight, 

Each group e’er does the other fight, 

Yet to unite your problem is, 

The mammon-made links do not last, 

And friendships formed do break so fast, 
Your efforts are in water cast. 

Alike-looking ten pebbles find, 

Yet differences are every where, 

Tho’ same ‘nation’ and ‘race’ be there, 

Same ‘tongue’, same realm, same human kind, 
These ‘out-of-date’ means will not do, 

No glue, no nail, nor e’en screw. 

Can fix the ‘minds’ to follow you. 

With ‘Truth’ made God the humblest thing, 
Therefore no difference doth He see, 

By colour, shape or quality. 

To ‘Soil’ of ‘Goodness’ you must cling, 

And ‘Truth’ shall be your ‘mother-tcngue’, 
Then souls shall for each other long, 


In “Union’ live and none go wrong ! 


en d 
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Sull Mourning Conscience’ from Saturn 


You talk of crops...... your heart doth leap, 


At harvests rich that you would reap— 
And yet, of sowings take no heed; 


Expect you figs, from thistle-seed 


Seeds of discord and vice you sow, 

What kind of crops such seeds will grow: 
You sow intrigues and scandals spread, 
Till good men all, your presence dread! 


Against each other you conspire, 
Consumed by envy’s rising fire, 

To plough, to water soil, you shun; 
And naught is for the country done. 


So seeds of avarice, greed and spite, 
Bring rich crops of suicidal fight. 
Destroy the seeds of sin and hate, 
Grow wholesome crops that elevate. 


That all the world stands to admire, 

A sight that draws the spirit higher, 
Example excellent, that shows, 

What harvest from God’s blessing grows! 
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‘Conscience’ Making for ‘Home’ 


| have reached ‘Sirius’ yet linger still, 

But stubborn objections have made me ill, 
Without ‘Self Control’ you propose to live... 
So ‘Conscience’ no longer need counsel give. 


I hear you now call “Come back! Come back”’; 

] shall not return to your outworn track, 

By you I shall never imprisoned be, . 

And then, ‘tongue-in-check’ say “Now I am free”. 


A ‘Turn-coat’, you cannot make out of me, 
Nor use me as tool of hypocrisy! 

I was not made for a puppet-show— 

From here to my lovely ‘Home’ I go—. 


It is now for you to visit me there, 

If still you for ‘Goodness’ and ‘Honour’ care. 
It is for you to ‘repent’ with pain, 

And pray “Oh Lord! make us not apes again.” 


You are the ‘Servant’, who has lost his sight, 

And could not distinguish ’Twixt Wrong and Right, 
Who threw the old gold and fine pearls away; 

To amass bright tinsel of “Present day’. 


Who burnt “Master’s books a fire to light, 

So to keep himself warm in this ‘winter’s night’; 
Your visit to me is long over-due; 

My ‘Home’ hath of ‘Heaven’ a splendid view, 
I7}1 wait till the dream of the ‘Soul’ comes true—, 
So meanwhile | bid you polite ‘Adiew’, 
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Miracle of Shah Latif 


My heart was sad, I saw but gloom around, 

1 looked for lovable things, yet nothing found; 
I looked for wonders of my childhood days, 
Which my sweet friends had been on all my ways. 
And God, when still a child, I saw Him clear; 
Eternity seemed at my side so near— 

—Now I hear bombs, and distant rockets loom, 
For things divine the present hath no room. 
Man whirls about in one ambitious trance; 

His fleshy being, plans he to advance; 

He goes for wealth and power, longs to pose, 
As ‘Politician’, and looks down on those, 

Who pious are; believes they are not brave, 
While goods of his don’t last beyond the grave; 
The stars above now scem distorted all, 

And heavens look a silent stony wall. 

There is no bud that has perfume divine, 

For which, in life’s grove, higher souls do pine; 
Now and again I hear a ‘Cynic’ yell, 


sé . 
There is no God, and we get on so well 
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Without one; since our science Is so oreat, 


Since ‘Ruler’ she became of human-fate” 


> 


The moon no longer ‘wonder’ doth convey, 


A lump of ice it is, a piteous prey 


For rockets, that do hit her in the face; 


And moonlit-nights with their peculiar grace, 


Are gone—The m 


an who rockets could construct 
Could make her vy 


anish by this simple act; 


And, ah! split nucleus in a moment mere, 


Will cause the universe to disappear 


Religious lore no one doth seek today; 


Of priests and prophets there is no need they say; 


They worked not much for human ‘Happiness’ 
y pp 5 


As curb the masses, and revolts suppress, 

The ‘Truth’ imprisoned is; devil is out, 

And ’mongst the philosophers struts about; 

Who write the shameless lies by devil taught, 
Crass nonsense, spun around a wee—bit thought; 
Their books they call then, by high- 


sounding name, 


While scandalizing ‘Truth’ 1S all their aim, 


—One day I heard a soft knock at my door, 


| Opened and saw friends I knew before. 
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ve 


ous bard who struck my heart with awe, 


A tam 
‘Truth’ J saw. 


And at his side fair maiden 


Lhev entered and my room with radiance filled, 


How was | honoured, oh! how was I thrilled. 


The Poet said: “since | did breathe my last, 


Two hundred and cleven years lave passed. 
The world was different then; today I see, 
But robots, driven by machinery, 

Their great inventions are for killing meant, 

Their brains are only on destruction bent. 

Their minds are dwarfed, no more there is the urge, 
To raise the soul and deal in true ‘Research’. 

The wonders of Creation lost their charm, 

To study them is time-waste bringing harm. 

And now in pain I dropped a silent tear, 

He saw it and said with comforting cheer, 

“God lives and sweet ‘Religion’ still is here; 

No frosty bosoms can her blossoms sear. 

In every heart her holy pulses beat 

And her God-given breath can naught defeat” — 
_In tears of bliss then was dissolved my grief, 


And from the holy soul of Shah Latif, 
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World's wonders poured and wonders heavenly, 
My ‘Child-hood’s’ faith they did restore to me, 
A poet-saint with vision al! so high! 

Still rising till all stars beneath him lie 

He spoke of ‘Life’ glorious gift that doth start, 
Of ‘Truth’ and ‘Beauty’, making man a part. 

The Crowning beauty that when we acquire, 
Doth make us keep the ‘Tryst’ we so desire. 

He spoke of ‘Judgement-day’ which he described ; 
The ‘Judgement-day’ when no one can be bribed. 
When things ‘Unworthy’ have no chance at all, 


When universe doth shrivel, sink and fal] 


When all ‘Life’ stops; and yet, on reaching this, 


Far, far away: ‘Tryst’ with ‘Beloved’ is. 
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